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" I should say so ! He's just given me this pair of shoes.
I had my boots stolen last night."
" Listen, chum/5 went on the other, " Fm walking to
Hackney this morning about a job. Like to come ?"
"What?  In these shoes?"
"Yes.  Why not? You'll be all right."
Apparently there were some vacancies going in a factory,
but by the time we arrived they had all been filled. We
were a disconsolate pair and feeling very sorry for ourselves
as we sat down by the roadside wondering what to do next
" Well," announced my friend, " there's only one thing
to do ; we must go to c the lump'."
" The lump ?  What on earth do you call the lump ?"
" The workhouse, mate."
" Good heavens! I didn't think it would come to that.
Do you know, when I was a kid, I sometimes used to walk
from Hayfield to New Mills, and we used to pass a great
building surrounded by beautiful gardens, where men in
white corduroys and women in red petticoats were walking.
I remember asking my mother who they were. * Those,
dear, are paupers,' she said. e But they can't help it, can
they ?' I asked her. * No dear,' she replied, * and it's a
shame they should be there.'"
" Really ? Well, well, well. I'm afraid we shan't see
any red petticoats, but it's not as bad as all that. Anyway,
let's go."
I was in no mood to argue about it, so I followed him.
He, it appeared, was an habitue and knew the ropes. On his
instructions I said the word ' Admission' when the porter
opened the door. This seemed to do the trick, for ^e were
immediately passed through into a large waiting-roonat
Presently a uniformed official came in and called out
ferociously: " First six, please !"   There was no compel
tion for a place in the first six, who quickly passed oat rfk
the room.  " Cheer up, .sonny," said my companion, "ift|
be our turn next," a&d we duly went along with the 9&<.
batch*  We were taken before another official, who ask&f"
m aliy number of questions about our lives and where ^
had slept the previous night Our answers were ]